The Blackest Crow
Traditional Folk Song

Instrumental

1
The blackest crow that er did fly would surely turn to white
If ever I prove false to you, bright day would turn to night
Bright day would turn to night, my dear, the elements would mourn
If ever I prove false to you, the seas would rage and burn
 
Instrumental

2
I wish my heart were made of glass wherein you might behold
That there your name lies writ my dear in letters made of gold
In letters made of gold, my dear, believe me when I say
You are the only one for me until my dying day
You are the only one for me until my dying day
